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Captain Dredge was a hero, no other word for it.  He even signed his notes, Captain 
Dredge…your Hero. 

He was a sea pirate and a fisherman, a Don Juan, a mechanic, and a fighter. 

His most obvious frailty was enormous, as with most heroes. 

But it gave him the strength of a steel anchor that won’t drag in a 60 knot wind. Dredge would 
do anything to stay high. 

Dredge’s boat was The Loafer, a sleek black pusher that sat low in the water with a rounded 
stern and an enormous engine. He anchored out at the dry-docks or tied up at the dock 
underneath the towering wooden statue of the Madonna. 

Sometimes he roamed the Delta parts up here looking for the brass off sunken boats. 

Usually he prowled the waters around the Gates in Sausalito. But whenever he landed under 
the sun to walk his heavy black boots upon the dock planks, the women washing clothes and 
the children playing tag stopped for a moment to look. 

Dredge’s whole life was like a movie, but not the kind of movie people pay $5 to go see at the 
theater. He directed his own real life story that had new scenes every day. Life on earth was 
Dredge’s movie and it was an exciting life filled with adventure and passion, just like it reads on 
the movie marquee.  

Dredge knew certain laws of nature, I guess. For instance, he understood that life is 
melodramatic precisely because it’s unrehearsed. 

One summer day in 1971, Dredge tied The Loafer at Gate 3 and walked up the dock. 

A stand of houseboat people were listening to the philosopher, Alan Watts, speak about a 
spiritual topic. Dredge stopped to listen. After a few moments, suddenly, he slapped the 
philosopher across the face. This was not inappropriate for Dredge. Not inappropriate because 
his personal prestige within the community permitted it. Not inappropriate because Dredge too 
was considered a teacher about truth. 

The hero disagreed with the philosopher of mysticism. By so doing, he fortified the hearts of 
those with dirty hands and dirty shirts who disagreed too but only in secret. He was a hero. He 



never forgot the truth about the importance of a functioning marine engine on a boat in a 
stormy bay.  

He was a hero because when many were swept away by the passive and remote charms of 
meditation and mysticism, he upheld the worth and value of logic and mechanical science. 

As with any set of people, a hero must inspire and encourage. He must be not only wholly 
human but partly divine. Even in his tragedy, he must instruct, he must provide lessons. 

When Dredge started to crumble as a man, it first began to show in the increasingly tattered 
condition of the Loafer. Stories about his downhill slide began to circulate.  

He went up the Delta and lost his way. He sickened and couldn’t steer his boat. He couldn’t 
even see. A few months later he put The Loafer on stays and up for sale. 

Months and months passed until the day I wanted to leave the houseboat community. Then 
more months passed into years and years. One fall afternoon not so long ago, I boarded a 
crowded San Franciso street car and sat behind two people dressed in the black-shrouded 
fashions so popular among young romantics of today. 

One was a woman who too had once lived on the waterfront years ago. We talked, catching up 
on those raucous and unkempt days when life seemed like an enormous adventure movie. 
Then she said Captain Dredge, a few years prior, had killed himself with a cap and ball pistol. 
She said something about his suicide, something like the reality of life had become too much 
for him to bear. It was such a bad exit for Captain Dredge, such a disappointment to his hero-
worshipers.  

Maybe Dredge wasn’t a hero. Still, when he was alive, it’s like he made everybody around feel 
like life was an adventure movie. 

Anyone who knew Dredge would know what I mean.  


